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10 Downing of surprise to people of moderate means to observe how
Street          little a big fortune contributes to Beauty.

You may go to a house, in which all that you are shown
is priceless. You spend your day with fellow-guests in
a chorus of praise touring till you are tired looking at
pictures that are numbered, books that are autographed,
furniture which is dated, and bronzes that are signed.
Your host swallows with complacency in a circular smile
all that is said, while punctuating the pauses with com-
plaints of his own poverty.

" God knows ! " he will say with a smile and a shrug,
" how long any of us will be able to keep anything."

And the company is shocked when you suggest that
the contents if sold of a single vitrine would square his
bank-book.

You risk bursting a blood-vessel after dinner if you
pull up a tapestry chair, and the beauty of the brocade is
scant consolation when you retire to bed, for bells that
bring no one, and lights by which you cannot read. It is a
sure sign of lack of imagination if you do not make your
guests comfortable, and money has never yet bought
imagination.

It is the general atmosphere, colour and arrangement
that makes a house beautiful, and there was little of this
to console me in my new home.

10 Downing Street ought to be as well known in London
as the Marble Arch or the Albert Memorial, but it is not.
Although I lived there from April, 1908, till December,
1916, I nearly always had to tell my driver the way.
I was taken to Down Street, Piccadilly, when I was sleepy
or unobservant; or there was a risk of the children and
umbrellas being thrown into the streets by the taxi-man
opening the door suddenly from his seat and asking me
where Downing Street was.

This historic house is in a quiet cul-de-sac off Whitehall
and of such diffident architecture that the most ardent
tourist would scarcely recognise it again.